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[Xi] 


BRINGER  OF  PEACE 


Bringer  of  Peace 


l^ovE  is  not  in  the  tumult,  not  in  the  fear, 

The  crash,  the  desolation,  pain.  The  voice 

Of  the  winds  that  rend  the  nations  is  not 

The  voice  of  Love,  bringer  of  peace. 

The  voice  of  brother's  blood,  crying  from  the  ground. 

Crying  as  children  weep;  crying,  that  mercy 

Shall  not  perish  from  the  earth  —  this  is  not 

The  voice  of  Love,  bringer  of  peace. 

O  world,  if  you  would  hear  the  voice  of  Love, 
Harden  not  your  heart.  Oh,  take  the  sword  of  Christ, 
Sword  of  Truth!  Fear  not  the  flaming  sword 
That  keepeth  the  way  of  Life. 

Above  the  blackness  the  voice  of  Love  is  calling. 

Calling—  Love,  bringer  of  peace! 

Humbled,  listening,  you  shall  hear  and  be  still. 

Who  shall  turn  the  power  of  omnipotence? 

Who  shall  turn  Love?  O  world,  you  shall  hear  the  voice, 

The  "  still  small  voice  "  —  bringer  of  peace. 


[i] 


x\ll  Roads 


A: 


.LL  roads  start  in  the  darkness. 
All  roads  end  in  the  light  — 
From  evening  to  morning  the  road. 
Multitudes  move  on  the  long  road, 
From  the  east,  slowly  they  come; 
To  desert,  to  sea  they  go. 
From  Babylon,  Thebes,  they  come, 
From  Athens,  Jerusalem,  Rome, 
Paris,  Chicago,  Japan. 
Steps  are  wearv  and  shuffling; 
Steps  are  slipping  and  falling  — 
Creeping  up  from  the  pit 
To  the  long  road  again; 
And  ever  above  them,  gleaming 
Or  cloud-dimmed,  hovers  the  star. 
Steps  are  gay;  they  run  swiftly; 
They  lag,  wistful,  drifting 
To  bitter-sweet  lotus  groves; 
Dreaming,  heavy  lids  waking. 
Steps  turn  back  to  the  long  road. 
Firm  steps,  moving  onward. 
Heedless  of  briar  and  snare, 
Tireless,  free,  undaunted. 
Gather  of  wheat  bv  the  road. 
All  roads  start  in  the  darkness. 
All  roads,  in  the  end,  the  same  — 
And  ever  above  them,  blazing 
Or  haze-hidden  hovers  the  star. 


[2] 


Rephidim 


Y. 


Lour  tents,  O  world,  are  pitched  in  Rephidim, 
Where  no  water  is  for  your  famishing. 
You  shall  go  onward;  you  shall  find  a  Rock. 
It  has  followed  you  through  your  wilderness  — 
Throughout  dark  ages;  it  is  shadowing  you  today. 
It  will  break  your  old  stubbornness; 
It  will  bring  warmth  to  your  coldness. 
You  will  turn  to  it  in  your  deep  longing, 
And  you  will  feel  the  rod  of  wisdom  touch  the  Rock. 
Then  from  a  source  you  have  not  known  shall  gush 
Cleansing  waters.  They  will  cool  your  wayward  feet; 
They  will  slake  your  ancient  thirst  for  substance, 
Wash  the  dust  from  your  eyes,  the  stains  from  your  hands; 
They  will  lave  your  boundaries,  war-drawn  'twixt 
Brothers,  on  coveted  plots  of  the  earth; 
For  the  Rock  which  is  Truth  will  do  all  things: 
It  will  support  you,  and  it  will  lead  you. 
When  you  seek  it,  you  shall  find  it,  for  it  is  near; 
And  you  shall  stand  upon  the  Rock. 


[3] 


Life  Is  Light 


A. 


.s  when  a  pilgrim  sees  on  far  hill  crest 
Tall  spires  and  burnished  domes  against  the  sun, 
And  yearns  to  reach,  before  the  day  is  done, 
The  city  fair  ^ith  promises,  and  rest; 
And,  goading  self,  sets  eager  feet  to  test 
His  strength;  and  has  no  wish  to  shun 
The  journey  that  seems  ever  just  begun; 
And  finds,  in  glad  surprise,  his  shining  quest 
Is  but  a  brighter  aspect  of  the  glow 
That  shone  around  his  early  path,  and  fired 
His  first  fine  endeavor  —  so  years  but  show 
Time's  measurements.  The  flaming  life  desired 
Is  light,  and  near,  and  found  in  constant  flow 
Of  thought  to  God,  serene  and  love-inspired. 


[4] 


As  Enoch  Heard 


A, 


.s  Enoch  heard  God's  voice,  and  talked  with  Him, 
Companioning  with  Mind  as  with  a  dear, 
FamiHar  friend,  in  sacred  high  content 
Discoursing  on  reahties  —  for  Mind 
Communes  with  holy  thought,  dissolving  all 
The  fragile  dreams  of  earth's  entanglements  — 
So,  seeking  Love,  men  once  again  shall  hear 
God's  voice;  and  hearing,  gladly  shall  they  speak 
With  Him,  asking  how  they,  as  Enoch  did. 
May  traverse  Love's  domain.  Then  shall  the  hates 
Of  earth  disperse;  the  din  of  strife  shall  cease; 
And  men,  as  brothers  walking,  shall  converse 
On  Love's  design,  each  seeking  how  he  may 
Excel  in  love,  promoting  thus  his  own 
In  others'  good. 

The  day  of  Love  shall  come, 
When  men  shall  cast  aside  their  armaments. 
As  children,  growing,  turn  from  childish  things; 
And  in  a  cleansed  and  reverent  new  world. 
One  Mind,  transcending  wrong,  shall  rule  mankind. 

Ah,  Love!  who  speaks  with  God,  and  walks  with  Him, 
Now  hears  Him  say.  The  day  of  Love  is  come! 


[5] 


Meal  in  the  Pot 

(II  Kings  ^-.^S-a^i) 

V^N  that  sunlit  day  in  Gilgal,  the  man 

Of  God  gave  his  command  —  not  his,  but  Love's  — 

"  Seethe  pottage."  Sons  of  prophets,  meekly  come 

To  hear  Elisha  speak  of  God  —  these  must  be  fed. 

If  they  would  feed  the  famishing,  for  dearth 

Was  in  the  land.  But  one  went  out  to  gather 

Herbs,  and  found  a  wild  vine,  and  filled  his  lap 

AVith  wild  gourds,  golden  in  their  beauty,  smooth 

And  fair,  and  shred  them  in  the  pot. 

Sons  of  prophets,  eat  it  not  —  death  is  in  the  pot! 

There  must  be  pottage  for  the  sons  of  prophets, 
If  they  would  give  to  them  who  have  no  bread. 
Elisha,  knowing  God,  cast  meal  into  the  pot. 
And  now  there  was  in  it  no  harm. 

Wild  vines,  wild  gourds,  golden  in  their  beauty  — 

Are  these  more  pleasant  than  the  plain  pottage. 

When  dearth  is  in  the  land,  and  men  are  faint  for  bread? 

Oh,  let  us,  remembering  Gilgal,  seethe  good  , 

Pottage;  let  us  take  meal,  that  the  wild  vines,  | 

Golden  gourds,  smooth  and  fair,  shall  do  no  harm. 

Let  us  pour  out  for  the  people,  that  they 

jMay  be  fed,  pour  out  sweet  pottage  for  them 

That  are  languishing,  that  there  be  no  famine 

Of  hearing  the  words  of  the  Lord. 


[6] 


1 


Meditation 


I 


STOOD  beside  a  patient  river,  not  like 
The  great  river,  which  is  Hiddekel,  where  you, 

0  man  greatly  beloved,  stood,  yet  like. 

1  rested  there,  beneath  the  cedar  trees. 
Noted  the  butterflies,  the  flowers,  the  bees. 
Felt  the  hovering  sunshine  pierce  the  shade;  yet 
Turned  I  from  this  soft  and  tranquil  beauty 
To  contemplate  the  little  waves  that  fret. 

And  larger  waves  that  rise  and  swirl  and  break. 
Inevitably  drawn  upon  the  breast 
Of  calm  and  deeper  current  toward  their  rest 
Within  the  sea. 

You,  Daniel,  who  met  the  might 
Of  hate  and  subtlety  with  love;  who  knelt 
Before  the  vision;  listened,  and  stood  upright 
Beside  the  river,  river  Hiddekel, 
Where  waves,  successive,  rose  and  clashed  and  fell: 
You  saw  the  nations  —  saw  the  Persian  flare, 
Saw  Grecian,  Syrian,  power  follow  power  — 
And  saw  the  deep,  resistless  current  bear 
Each  onward  toward  the  sea  of  slaked  desire. 

Before  you  knelt,  and  stood,  beneath  the  trees 

Did  you  note  the  rose,  the  iris,  lily,  bees? 

For  flowers  bloom  by  rivers  and  in  empire 

As  each  flows  onward,  until  lost  in  sea, 

"  Till  the  end  be: 

Till  the  wise  shall  understand." 

[7] 


Paul,  at  Philippi 

(Easter,  A.D.  58) 

OuxsHiNE  fell  golden  on  the  wild  mountains 
Of  Macedonia  and  gleamed  from  marble 
Columns  of  the  citv.  You,  Paul  lover  of  Truth, 
Putting  hate  behind,  had  returned  from  Greece, 
And  on  Easter  would  break  unleavened  bread 
^^^ith  these,  vour  friends,  in  Philippi. 

In  this  refuge,  did  you  rehearse  with  them 
That  earlier  Sabbath  when,  outside  the  gate 
By  the  river  bank,  you  told  them  of  the  lisfht 
That  shone  upon  Damascus  way  —  and  the  heart 
Of  Lydia,  seller  of  purple,  was  opened. 
And  she  and  her  household  believed? 
You  recalled,  perhaps,  the  maid  who,  in  pity, 
You  freed  from  darkness;  the  hate  that  had  surged 
Upon  you;  and  the  songs  you  and  Silas 
Had  sung,  at  midnight,  in  prison  and  chains. 

And  now,  speaking  in  love  —  ever  the  truth 
Alight  in  your  heart  —  did  you,  gazing  westward. 
Beyond  the  deep  haze  purpling  Mount  Pangseus, 
See  shadows  of  prison  that  waited  you. 
Yonder  in  Rome  —  where,  dwelling  on  things 
That  are  lovely  and  true  and  pure,  you  would  write 
To  these  friends  of  tenderness,  hope,  and  joy? 

Yes,  you  counted  it  joy  —  the  hate,  the  strife  — 
For  the  hght  that  had  shone  upon  you.  And  now 
Again  you  must  leave  them.  Before  you  lay 

[8] 


Via  Egnatia,  Neapolis,  Troas, 

Your  course  to  Jerusalem  —  after,  to  Rome. 

And  when  Syrian  hills  rose  dark  against  dawn, 

Did  you  hear,  in  the  wind  over  the  sea, 

The  voice  of  Truth  calling, 

"  Rejoice  —  alway  "? 


[9J 


Naaman 


N. 


AAMAN  hears  the  prophet's  word, 
Dip  thyself  in  Jordan's  wave; 
Seven  times  shalt  thou  go  down; 
So  thy  cleanness  thou  shalt  save. 

Nay,  but  Naaman  will  not  stoop 
In  the  dull  descending  stream: 
Abana,  winding  bright  and  sweet 
Over  many  pleasant  stones, 
Pharpan  wide  and  warm  and  fleet  — 
These  alone  shall  lave  his  feet! 

Still  he  hears  the  prophet's  word, 
Wash  in  Jordan  seven  times; 
Wash,  and  cleanness  thou  shalt  know. 
Down  beneath  the  Jordan's  wave 
His  wayward  feet  like  children's  go; 
Down  his  haughty  brow  bends  low. 

God  of  Israel!  Naaman,  meek. 
Knows  Thee  now  as  Lord  —  and  All. 


[lo] 


How  Far  to  Bethlehem? 

Jrlow  far  to  Bethlehem?  O  Mary,  kept 
By  angel-bidden  Joseph,  taxed  by  Caesar, 
Thou  must  come  from  Nazareth  to  Bethlehem. 

Shepherds  watching  through  the  night,  angel-lighted, 
Leave  their  flocks  in  holy  care  the  while  they  rise 
And  go  to  tell  their  joy  in  Bethlehem. 

How  far  must  Wise  Men,  looking  unto  signs, 
Come  over  desert  sands  and  through  the  night 
To  leave  their  gold  and  myrrh  in  Bethlehem? 

How  far  to  Bethlehem  —  how  long  the  way? 
It  lies  upon  the  road  named  "  Thou  shalt  love 
The  Lord  thv  God,  and  love  all  things  He  made." 


[ii] 


Will  He  Not  Speak  to  Me? 


W. 


ILL  he  not  speak  to  me,  he  who  came  and  went 
And  came  again  for  one  more  call  to  them 
He  loved?  Will  he  not  show  me,  as  he  showed  them. 
How  they  must  follow  him,  they  who  saw  him  mount 
The  hill,  the  hill  they  knew  as  Calvary, 
Loving,  onward  through  the  gloom  to  glory. 
Loving,  loving  all  the  way? 

Will  he  not  tell  me,  as  he  told  them,  how 

He  loved,  yet  turned  away  from  those  dear  loves 

Thev  would  retain,  seeing  not  yet  his  greater  love? 

Will  he  not  speak  again  that  sweet  word,  "  Come," 

Meaning,  the  while,  that  all  must  fall  away 

That  hinders  footsteps  up  the  hill  —  and  on? 

Yes,  he  speaks  again  through  love,  love  that  draws 
The  children's  feet  to  follow  him,  to  follow 
Meekly,  meekly  trusting  in  his  love. 
Does  he  not  speak  again,  again,  through  love? 


[12] 


Love  Is  Not  Perished 
{]oh7i  20: 1-18) 

Was  it  then,  as  now,  in  April,  when  sealed  buds 
Are  opened  in  beauty's  new  birth, 
And  the  scent  of  white  myrtle  drifts  on  the  air? 
In  the  dusk  of  dawn,  whUe  yet  it  was  dark, 
Came  John  and  saw  the  linen  lying,  neat 
And  needless  now;  and  Peter  saw  the  place  —  empty. 
Did  they  remember,  as  they  went  away. 
That  buds  will  burst  in  April  time? 

Mary,  lingering  alone  and  weeping,  you  stooped 

And  saw  two  angels  resting  on  the  stone; 

Turned  and  saw  the  gardener,  in  the  springtide  of  day 

(Gardener  of  Gethsemane),  and  heard  his  voice. 

As  golden  music  faUing  round  you  from  heaven: 

"  Touch  not  me,  but  go,  tell  them  .  .  ." 

Tell  Peter  and  John  love  is  not  perished. 

The  pasque-flowers,  lilies,  myriad-petaled  fields, 

Were  they  uprisen  in  new  loveliness. 

As  you  sped  swiftly,  in  the  bhss-drenched  dawn, 

To  tell  the  brethren,  to  tell  Peter  and  John 

Love  is  not  perished?  And  birds,  close  companioned 

On  fragrant  boughs,  did  they  sing  morning  songs, 

Not  loud  and  shrill,  as  long  accustomed,  but  softly 

In  the  new  stillness  of  that  April  dawn? 

So  gently  comes  the  Christ  to  rapture-lighted  hearts, 
Tender  as  dew  upon  the  pastures, 
As  purphng  light  of  April  morn. 


Tender  as  dew  upon  the  pastu 
As  purpling  light  of  April  mo 

[13] 


Offering  of  Praise 


M, 


.  EEKLY,  we  bring  an  offering  of  praise 
For  Thy  mercies,  Lord. 
Our  hands  have  hfted  pendant  purple  clusters, 
Have  gathered  the  crimsoned  fruit  of  orchards, 
The  green  and  golden  fruitage  of  the  fields; 
Have  harvested  the  grain,  and  the  haymows  are  filled. 
Russet  leaves  cling  to  the  oaks,  and  the  squirrels 
Have  furnished  their  winter  nests  in  the  trees. 

Our  tables  are  spread,  laden  with  richness. 

We  think  on  that  first  harvest,  and  the  Pilgrims' 

Joy  that  their  corn  and  barley  did  prove  well. 

And  now  shall  we  drink  the  sweet,  and  send  portions 

Unto  them  for  whom  nothing  is  prepared; 

For  this  day  is  holy  unto  the  Lord: 

Neither  shall  we  be  sorry;  for  the  joy 

Of  the  Lord  is  our  strength. 

Thus  praise  we  Thv  goodness  and  Thv  mercv 

In  the  year  that  is  past,  and  in  long  past  years. 

For  the  purpose  to  peace;  for  the  purpose 

To  cherish  liberty  and  ancient  integrities, 

For  love  wherewith  to  quench  hate,  we  thank  Thee, 

Lord; 
For  faith  that  the  seasons  shall  come,  and  go, 
That  the  vine  shall  bring  forth  abundantly, 
That  the  fields  shall  not  fail. 

We  have  touched  purple  grapes,  gold  and  crimson 
Fruits  of  the  earth,  earnest  of  Thy  caring. 

[14]' 


Mother  in  Tyre 
(Mark  7:24-30) 


D, 


ID  you,  O  Tyrian  mother,  in  new-found  faith. 
For  one   moment   hear  —  not   clearly   as  sweet   Mary 

heard  —      , 
But  as  from  some  faint  remembered  legend, 
The  angel  Gabriel's  promise  that  the  Son 
Should  come,  the  Son  who  should  bring  peace  on  earth? 
And  when  you  asked  of  him,  asked  for  your  child, 
Your  troubled  little  one,  peace  that  should  still 
The  fierce  tempestuousness,  and  he  delayed, 
Testing  your  faith  perhaps,  saying  it  were 
Not  meet  for  him  to  waste  the  children's  bread  — 
Did  his  gentle  eyes  then  wake  in  your  heart 
More  urgent  importunance  in  asking? 
He  listened  as  you  told  him  how  the  household  pets, 
The  children's  little  dogs  under  the  table. 
Received  of  the  children's  crumbs  —  and  you  said: 
Yes,  Lord,  so  wilt  thou  have  mercy? 

And  will  it  not  be  so,  when  mournful  waves 

Of  hate  crash,  turbulent,  against  the  sad  world. 

That  faith,  seeking  God,  at  last  shall  see  the  Son,  and 

peace, 
As  you,  O  Tyrian  mother,  returning 
To  your  house,  content  with  love,  found  your  child, 
Your  little  one,  now  quieted,  in  peace? 


[■5] 


Like  Tended  Lamps 


I 


WATCHED  the  sunbeams  sifting  down  around 
The  pews,  scattering  designs  upon  the  gray 
Church  floor.  Mild  quietude,  impressed  with  sound 
Of  reverent  steps  within  the  aisles,  subdued 
\^agrant  desires.  I  heard  the  theme  of  free 
Redeeming  good  proclaimed.  When  others  sang, 
I  also  sang  a  hymn  of  praise,  and  plea 
For  grace  and  gentleness.  And  then  I  prayed: 
Lord,  may  each  one  who  kneels  here,  unafraid, 
Receive  a  shining  heart! 

And  when  the  slow 
Amen  had  closed  the  grave  observances, 
I  watched  the  worshipers  sedately  go 
Down  the  long  aisles,  by  two's  and  three's,  speaking 
As  friends  who  pledged  good  will  in  light  that  made 
Their  faces  fair  as  tended  evening  lamps. 
And  then  I  knew!  I  saw  what  I  had  prayed 
To  see;  for  I,  needing  sweet  mercy's  boon. 
Had  asked,  benignantly,  that  tranquil  peace 
Replace  dull  loneliness,  and  bring  surcease 
Of  care  in  shining  hearts. 

"  A  splendid  service,"  someone  kindly  said; 
And,  yielding  meek  assent,  I  thought  on  how. 
Seeking  God's  benison,  I  had  bowed  my  head 
And  asked  that  I  might  see  the  shining  heart. 
All  day,  these  friendlike  gleams  remained  with  me. 


[i6] 


Dorcas 


Yo. 


.ou  know  her,  Dorcas,  gentle  maker  of  coats? 
They  were  weeping,  there,  in  Joppa,  because 
For  a  moment  now  her  skilful  hands  were  folded 
Quietly.  Who  will  make  us  garments. 
Did  they  ask,  as  Dorcas  made  for  us? 
See  this  coat  Dorcas  made  for  my  small  Judith  — 
Silken  blue,  embroidered  with  white  doves! 
And  see  this  garment  of  purple  cloth,  fringed 
With  golden  threads!  Thus,  softly,  each  to  other 
Spoke  of  good  works  and  almsdeeds  which  she  did. 

But  Peter  saw  better  than  they.  Peter 

Thought  on  Love,  and,  seeing  Love,  saw  that  love 

Does  not  cease,  that  love  does  not  cease  loving. 

Do  you  not  know  Dorcas? 

Is  not  love  ever  making  for  you  garments. 

In  patterns  intricate  and  beautiful? 


[17] 


"Forgive!" 


J/orgive!  "  So  slight  a  word  unsealed 
The  founts  of  love,  whose  answering  crystal  gleams 
Met  love,  as  little  wandering  meadow  streams 
Unite  and  mingle  on  their  seaward  flowing  way. 

"  Forgive!  "  Like  limpid  little  pools 
That  mirror  skies,  in  tender  morning  light. 
Like  stars  that  call  to  stars  —  a  word  so  slight 
Showed  Love  as  ever  speaking  unto  answering  love. 

"  Forgive!  "  How  swiftly  beautiful 

The  world!  Flower  chalices,  more  lovely,  rise 

To  praise  the  sun;  more  sweet  the  songbird's  cries, 

When  heart,  love-lighted,  speaks  unto  love-lighted  heart. 


[i8] 


Fervent  Thanks 

X  iviAY  not  see  the  heavenly  gates  of  pearl, 
The  tree  of  life,  the  flowing  streams  of  love, 
The  great  white  throne  of  holiness. 
But  while  my  heart  aspires  toward  these, 
I  can  thank  God  for  spreading  trees 
That  yield  soft  shade  and  fruits  and  loveliness; 
And  I  can  give  Him  fervent  thanks  for  grass. 
For  tranquil  lakes,  for  waterfalls  that  swirl 
Down  steep  defiles. 

Today  I  saw  a  dove. 
And  thanked  Him  for  the  birds  that  sing  and  pass 
In  happy  upward  flight! 


[19] 


Beauty 


B 


ARE  branches  holding  up  ribbons  of  snow; 
Gulls'  wide  wings  adrift  as  the  winds  flow; 
Springtime  orchard  —  blossom,  sunshine,  bees; 
Autumn,  whirling  gold  upon  the  breeze; 
Stars,  grass;  pools  reflecting  hills  and  skies; 
A  child's  hand,  cathedrals,  butterflies  — 
Beauty,  these?  Ah,  no:  symbols  that  but  sound 
Its  praise.  Beauty  is  of  Soul,  not  bound 
By  finite  forms:  its  vast  harmonious  whole 
Earth's  loveliness  foretells,  as  seasons  roll. 


[20] 


How  High  Is  Pure  Humility 


I 


WATCHED  a  bird  till,  lost  in  noonday  light, 
It  sped  its  free,  aspiring  way; 
A  tender  flower,  risen  from  the  night 
Of  winter,  smiled  a  springtime  lay; 
A  dewdrop,  glistening  on  a  grain  of  sand. 
Sent  back  the  early  morning's  glow. 
I  saw  a  child  receive  a  grave  command 
And  rise  and  in  obedience  go; 
And  quietly,  a  pool  looked  up  and  grasped  the  skies  — 

Lord,  but  for  the  promises  of  these  sweet  things  that  rise, 
How  should  I  know  how  high  is  pure  humility, 
And  let  inconsequentials  fall  away  from  me? 


[21] 


Resting  in  Love 


I 


AM  resting,  O  Love,  I  am  resting  in  Love! 
As  a  confident  child  finds  a  kind  mother's  arms, 
I  have  sought  and  have  found  holy  Love; 
And  subdued  are  the  doubts  and  the  fretful  alarms. 
I  am  resting  in  Love,  tender  Love. 
Boundless  strength,  flowing  forth  from  pure  Love, 
Now  enfolds  me  and  holds  me  in  unwearied  rest. 
How  my  thought  runs  and  leaps,  in  exultant  high  might, 
When  I  see  that  my  work  is  God's  work;  mine  the  zest 
To  perform;  His  the  wisdom  to  choose;  His  the  light; 
His  the  power!  I  am  free  to  reflect  divine  Love; 
I  am  w^aking,  and  working,  and  resting  in  Love. 


[22] 


A  Child  Talks  with  God 


I 


AM  Thy  child,  Thy  Httle  one; 
I  know  this,  Father,  for  I  feel  Thy  care 
Around  me  all  the  day: 
At  home,  at  school,  and  on  the  way 
Between.  I  know  it  when  I  run 
And  play  and  work,  and  share 
With  all  my  playmates  lovely  thoughts 
Of  Truth  that  come  from  Thee 
To  make  me  pure  and  wise  and  strong  and  free. 

I  am  Thy  child,  Thy  little  one; 

I  thank  Thee,  Mother,  for  Thy  love  which  makes 

Me  glad  and  unafraid  — 

For  all  the  good  that  Thou  hast  made. 

And  when  at  night  my  tasks  are  done, 

I  pray  that  Love,  which  takes 

Such  care  —  O  Father-Mother  God!  — 

May  help  all  children  see 

How  they  can  know  Thee  and  can  talk  with  Thee. 


[23] 


To  THE  Meadow 


I 


SHALL  go  to  the  meadow  — 
The  meadow  with  flowers  is  gay 
And  there  I  shall  be 
All  the  day. 

The  meadow,  my  Mother  said. 
Is  sweet  and  wide;  and  go  vou  may, 
And  there  for  an  hour 
You  may  stay. 

I  shall  run  through  the  grasses. 
Through  timothy,  high  as  my  head; 
And  I'll  find  the  bright 
Clover's  bed. 


The  grasses,  mv  Mother  said. 
Are  tall,  and  the  clover  is  bright 
Wkh  its  purply  pink 
Heads,  and  white. 


In  mv  arms  I  shall  gather 

Sweet  Williams,  and  roses  that  grow 

Under  brown  hedges, 

Row  on  row. 

Wild  roses,  mv  Mother  said. 
Are  sweet  for  the  bees  in  the  mom; 
But  under  their  leaves, 
The  sharp  thorn! 

[24] 


I  shall  bring  for  you,  Mother, 
Sweet  Williams  and  timothy  grass, 
Smartweed  and  clover 
To  put  in  a  glass. 


I  =5  J 


Winter  Morning 


A, 


.CROSS  the  winter  world  the  silver  moon 
Has  swept  aside  the  dark 
And  hangs  now  like  a  pale  balloon 
Above  the  west  hill-park. 
It  is  not  day,  not  night 
Within  the  opal  light; 
Roof-tops  are  soft  moon-gray, 
And  on  them  chimneys  lay 
Black  shades;  and  bare  trees  paint 
Their  patterns  on  the  frosty  winter  grass. 
Then  daw  n  rolls  up,  and  wan  stars  pass; 
Roof-tops  grow  pearl,  and  shadows,  faint; 
And  windows  on  the  high  west  hill 
Send  fiery  signals  to  the  still 
Low  sun. 

Two  pigeons,  seeing  the  moon  blanch. 
Flop  down  from  a  poplar  branch 
To  chimneys  grown  morn-red. 
And  wonder,  maybe,  who  will  give  them  bread. 
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On  Kaibab  Trail 

{Grand  Canyon  of  Arizona) 

Olow  and  confident,  the  small  brown  mule  steps 

Downward  from  the  rim  upon  the  narrow  trail, 

And  all  the  common  world  departs  from  me. 

Beyond  the  mule's  ears  lies  majestic  space. 

Filled  with  blue  shadows,  blue  as  twilight  sky; 

Blue  abyss,  pierced  with  red,  green,  and  gray  temples 

And  pink  walls.  Is  it  true  —  is  it  fantasy  — 

This  world  of  purple  shades  and  crimson  towers, 

Carven  through  patient  centuries? 

That  yonder  pinnacle,  rising  from  mauve 
And  green  immensity  —  can  the  brown  mule 
And  the  white  one  and  the  black,  can  the  mules 
Bear  their  riders  up  the  cliff  to  the  crest 
And  down  on  the  far  side;  up  and  down  again 
To  the  narrow  plateau?  Beauty  drops  down 
From  the  brim;  and  here  are  sagebrush,  harebells. 
Pine,  and  pallid  yucca.  In  this  dream  world, 
This  riven  place,  time-sculptured  for  loveliness. 
We  are  alone,  held  in  brooding  ages, 
Vastness,  silence.  But  now  we  go  down  again 
Toward  the  brown  chiseling  river. 

Was  it  fantasy  — 
Now  I  stand  on  level  ground,  no  mule's  ears 
Before  me,  no  purple  abyss  beneath. 
The  Bright  Angel  creek  flows  by  the  ranch  house, 
Cottonwoods  gleam  in  the  evening  sunlight, 
And  two  green  lizards  glide  over  a  stone. 

[27] 


Bagatelle 


I 


STOOPED  beside  a  placid  little  pool, 

Seeking  a  trifle  I  had  dropped,  and  found, 
Instead,  a  fathomless  sky;  soft  banks  of  cool 

W  hite  clouds;  the  evening  sunbeams  flaming  around 
Tall  trees;  the  silver  edge  of  a  thin  new  moon. 

Marveling,  I  sped  an  upward  questing  glance 
To  learn  wherefore  a  tranquil  pool,  so  soon 

And  well,  imaged  such  majesty. 

Perchance 
The  bagatelle  I  sought,  could  I  but  trace 
Its  prototype,  would  glow  with  rare  new  grace. 


[28] 


Store  of  Old  Love 

V^UR  hearts  have  brimming  store  of  old  loves, 
Forgotten  lovely  things,  yet  not  forgot; 
They  fell  away  as  we  pursued  the  road  — 
White  feathers  drifting  from  the  wings  of  doves. 

There  were  the  old  sweet  paths,  the  wood,  the  hills; 
We  counted  shade  and  shine  of  cloud  and  sun. 
Together  tilled  and  sowed  and  reaped  our  fields. 
And  rested,  plenty-blessed,  by  pleasant  rills. 

Beyond  old  acres  now  we  walk  apart; 

We  count  the  shade  and  shine;  we  sow,  we  reap. 

And  have  rich  harvesting  of  love,  for  love 

Is  one;  and  store  of  new-old  love  brims  the  heart. 
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Journeying  Onward 
{W.R.R.) 


H. 


.E  had  so  often  watched  the  sunrise  and  sunset 
That  he  knew  all  the  wide  horizon  hills. 
He  had  walked  along  quiet  country'  lanes 
In  the  twilight,  noting  the  steadfast  stars, 
Listening  to  the  soft  voices  of  the  night. 
He  had  felt  the  clean  winds  flowing  across 
The  plains,  tasting  on  the  air  the  sweetness 
Of  the  cedar,  hemlock,  and  sage. 
He  had  plucked  mountain  gentian  and  primrose. 
Had  w  alked  through  the  gold  grain  of  rich  valleys; 
And  had  loved  well  the  eastern  rose. 

He  grew  familiar  with  the  salt  tang  of  the  sea; 
Had  seen  the  clinging  gray  fog  bum  away 
Under  the  warm  punctual  sun. 
He  had  traversed  city  streets,  felt  the  press 
Of  hurrying  eager  crowds;  saw  their  hungering; 
Grew  tolerant  of  their  passions,  and  gave 
Them  comforting.  And  he  knew  the  sweet  peace 
Of  quietude  and  faithful  friendliness. 

And  in  one  early  hour,  as  he  lingered 
Beside  a  gate  —  an  old  and  narrow  gate 
That  stood  half  open  —  and  saw  the  morning  star 
Over  the  darkened  earth,  saw  its  brightness 
Withdraw,  saw  the  darkness  recede  before 
The  oncoming  dawn,  he  drew  the  gate  closed, 
And,  as  one  long  accustomed,  walked  out,  expectant, 
To  face  the  task  of  a  new  day. 
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Portrait 
(A.T.) 


T„ 


.  HEY  gave  me,  as  a  remembrancer  of  you, 
A  fragile  cup  on  which  long  years  ago 
You  had  painted  roses  and  forget-me-nots. 

I  lift  the  cup;  time's  curtain  drifts  aside, 
And  on  a  quiet  winter  afternoon 
Light  from  a  green  lamp  falls  on  your  paper 
And  rises,  softly,  to  your  calm  profile. 
Glow  and  shadow  alternate  in  the  deep 
Plum  color  of  your  dress;  and  from  a  chain 
Of  olden  workmanship  flow  two  clear  gleams 
Of  gold  across  the  laces  at  your  throat. 
One  slim  finger  rests  on  the  printed  text 
From  which,  patiently,  you  are  translating 
Pure  messages  from  this  language  to  that. 
The  sound  of  your  fleet  pencil,  making  lines 
Of  words,  breaks  not  the  stillness  of  the  room. 

From  a  guardian  dome,  chimes  mark  the  hour; 
"  One,  two,  three,  four,"  I  interrupt  your  work. 
And  you  say,  meekly,  "  My  work  is  finished: 
To7it  cojnprejidre  c''est  tout  pardonner  —  these  words 
I  have  translated,  are  they  not  beautiful?  " 

To  understand  all  things;  to  forgive  all  — 
Translated  truths  —  these  the  forget-me-nots 
Adorning  the  lifted  cup  of  your  hfe! 
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Impression 


Yo 


.ou  do  not  know  that  1  love  \ou,  that  I  admire 
Your  stately  poise,  vour  bright  graciousness. 
I  see  vou,  as  a  Reynolds  might  paint  a  canvas  — 
"  Portrait  of  a  Ladv  "  —  with  a  background 
Of  deep  green  velvet  and  a  slender  vase 
Of  white  roses.  Contemplating  their  beauty. 
You  would  stand,  quiet,  in  your  white  brocade. 
A  band  of  pearls  across  vour  sno\\y  hair, 
A  fringed  shawl  from  Japan,  broidered  with  crimson 
Chrysanthemums,  falling  round  your  shoulders. 
Framed  in  pale  gold  the  portrait  would  rest  above 
A  Chippendale  settee.  Then  as  evening 
Sunlight  dappled  the  canvas  a  moment 
I  would  see  the  secret  of  such  serenity 
In  long  practiced  patience. 

You  are  remote 
As  a  portrait.  You  do  not  know  my  admiration 
Of  your  graciousness;  yet  you  are  near,  for  I  love  you. 


[32] 


Washington 


L 


ovED  patriot,  statesman,  counselor,  friend. 
Whose  name  a  nation's  heart  would  celebrate. 
Meek  seeker  of  God's  guiding  light,  in  state 

And  home,  you  saw  —  now  dim,  now  clear  —  the  end 

Of  liberty  in  unity  must  blend 

With  universal  good.  Sublimely  great 
Your  gift  —  unselfed  devotion  adequate 

An  ancient,  true  ideal  to  defend. 

The  torch  you  held  aloft  received  its  light  — 

Obedient  to  a  vast  unfolding  plan  — 
From  olden  revelation  of  the  law 
That  makes  men  free.  Your  faith  in  God  and  right 

Advanced  the  ideal  brotherhood  of  man. 

The  goal  toward  which  men,  slow  and  stumbling,  draw. 


[33] 


Ethiopia  Inquires 

As  this  all  you  can  do?  Is  brother's  word 

To  brother  vain;  is  love  ceased  or  but  unheard? 

Shall  fear,  a  mist  uprisen  from  the  deep 

Of  fretful  dreams,  shall  fear  pursue  the  weak 

Till  hate  have  its  reward  in  power  that  knows 

Not  power,  and  earth  be  crimsoned  with  woes?  " 

Up,  World,  reply!  The  ideal  —  love  —  endures; 
Courage,  waiting  through  the  long  night,  secures. 
At  last,  the  right;  hope  will  not  despair  nor  rest. 
Is  there  greater  love  than  this  —  love,  oppressed, 
Crying  as  it  falls  —  love  that  will  not  let  the  world  go 
Until  it  heeds  the  call,  "  Is  this  all  you  can  do?  " 


[34] 


Token 

XvosES,  rising  from  a  crystal  green  vase, 

As  golden  birds  over  a  meadow  pool, 

Bring  me  earnest  of  love,  in  beauty  and  grace. 

Sweet,  they  come,  with  the  scent  of  cool 

Gardens.  Lovely,  the  flowers  unfold  — 

And  so  will  the  love  you  have  given. 

Tomorrow,  pale  petals  riven 

Will  fall  on  my  table,  their  message  told. 

And  to  mind  me  of  love  I  shall  cherish. 

Not  fragile  flowers  that  perish, 

But  vision  of  roses  of  gold. 


[35] 


Windows  and  Visions 
{AJ.S.) 

louR  blithesome  lines,  which  summoned  playmate  joys 
Of  long  ago,  revealed  what  visions  held 
You  on  that  day  when,  from  my  desk  across 
The  room  from  yours,  I  asked  you  what  you  glimpsed 
Beyond  the  roofs  and  chimney  stacks  that  marked 
Our  view.  You  smiled;  and  now  I  know,  despite 
Four  walls,  you  romped  in  Erin  with  small  friends 
Beneath  the  apple  trees.  So,  midst  our  tasks. 
Bright  visions  sped  our  thoughts  beyond  the  roofs. 
And  to  the  windows  there  beneath  our  own. 
Behind  one  pane  a  housewife  laid  a  cloth, 
A  cheerful  one  of  checkered  red  and  white, 
Upon  the  table  where  she  spread  a  meal 
For  loved  ones;  and  below  her  window  sills 
Arranged  upon  a  lower  roof,  were  pots 
Which  help  up  blooms  of  gay  geraniums. 
Did  she  recall,  sometimes,  her  far  away 
Sweet  childhood  days  —  perhaps  in  Italy? 
And  on  the  day  her  upward  glance  met  mine. 
Did  she,  I  wondered,  think  how  this  could  be  — 
That  you  and  I,  from  distant  homelands,  now 
Behind  our  window  panes  should  come  within 
The  prospect  of  her  life? 

Thus  visions  wove 
For  us  wide  patterns  which  embraced  the  world. 


[36] 


The  Manuscript  Reader 

/jLll  day  he  sits  within  his  quiet  room, 

Each  vagrant  wish  suppressed,  his  practised  eye 

Intent  upon  unending  manuscripts. 

Quaint  tales  he  reads;  tracts,  poems,  paragraphs; 

Reams  upon  reams,  bearing  messages  —  some, 

Wise  and  beautiful;  some,  meager,  obscure. 

With  patient  sympathy  he  reads  them  all, 

Appraising  them,  in  even  kindliness. 

Available  or  unavailable. 

And  as  he  reads,  his  keen  glance  glimpses  things 

That  lie  in  secrecy  between  the  lines  — 

Mute  longings,  ardent  hopes,  and  vanities. 

Sometimes  he  pauses,  idly  fingering 

A  screed;  and  themes,  as  faint  sweet  melody, 

Drift  through  his  thought  —  some  aspiration  he 

Would  sing,  a  perfect  poem  seeking  words. 

The  sudden  flame  of  inspiration  gleams 

A  moment  and  is  gone.  He  turns,  instead. 

To  read  the  manuscript  that  waits  in  course. 
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Where  Sweet  Pine  Fragrance  Blows 

(Balm  of  G  tie  ad  Cottage) 


I 


KNOW  a  rustic  mountain  house 
Set  half  way  up  a  hill, 
Where  sweet  pine  fragrance  blows, 
And  where  a  purling  rill 
Mingles  its  cadences  with  sounds 
Of  winds  and  woodland  notes. 


I  know  the  secret,  happy  ways 

Of  solitude  —  at  morn. 

When  sable  shadows  melt 

To  mauve;  and  when  the  horn 

Of  lustrous  noon  pours  golden  sheen 

Across  the  tranquil  slopes. 

I  know  the  silent  company 

Of  ancient  peaks,  the  calm 

Of  their  mute  majesty. 

Their  airs  like  Gilead's  balm; 

There  skies  stoop  down  and  let  the  stars 

Be  near  and  intimate. 


I  know,  at  crimson  sunset's  hour, 

The  splendor  of  the  fires 

That  leap  above  the  crest. 

And,  scattering,  paint  spires 

Of  chrome  and  rose  on  billowy  clouds 

That  flame,  and  drift,  and  pass. 
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I  know,  too,  when  the  placid  moon 
Beams  on  this  still  retreat, 
How  vales  and  pinnacles 
And  skies  and  tree  tops  meet, 
And  blend  in  cool  moon-gossamer, 
Like  memories  etched  on  pearl. 
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Hanging  a  Door 


I 


WATCHED  him  as  he  set  about  his  work  — 
A  (]uiet  man,  with  an  ordered  air  of  skill. 
He  planed  the  door  and  made  the  edges  true; 
The  several  tools  he  used  to  set  the  hinges  firm 
That  they  might  smoothly  turn  to  welcome  in 
Those  things  which  come  to  me,  and  close  against 
What  need  not  enter  my  secluded  room. 
All  day,  he  planed  and  trimmed,  and  cut  the  wood 
To  take  retiring  squares  of  bronze,  held  fast 
With  stable  screws;  with  deft  exactness  drilled 
The  slender  inner  box  that  holds  the  lock. 
All  day,  he  cut  and  smoothed  and  shaped  — 

And  at  my  desk,  in  fresh  humility 

And  peace,  I  meditated  on  my  task; 

And  cut  and  planed  and  filed,  that  other  doors 

Might  safely  open  wide  and  firmly  close. 
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On  Colorado  Plains 


t:, 


.HE  plains  lay  golden  in  the  dry,  soft  air, 
Gray  sage  sun-brightened,  every  slender  spear 
Of  desert  grass  gold-tinged.  Each  tawny  tuft. 
Each  thirsty  bush  held  up  a  gilded  tip. 
The  ardent  sands  returned  the  sun's  warm  glance, 
And  raced  away  through  vibrant  opal  gauze. 
Around  the  long  brown  train  that  straightly  sped 
On  shining  rails  into  the  sunlit  West, 
Gray  puffs  of  smoke  caught  up  the  amber  glow. 
And  edged  their  swirling  rings  with  smudgy  gold. 

Above  the  burnished  land  bent  lucent  blue, 

Unflecked  save  where,  atop  majestic  peaks. 

Cloud-gardens  bloomed.  Then,  like  the  twilight  fires 

That  burn  dun  autumn  leaves,  the  stooping  sun 

Swept  up  the  splendor-gleams  of  day  and  set 

The  clouds  ablaze.  Swift  flames  of  rust  and  rose. 

Of  jade  and  hlac  flared  and  spread  and  sank 

To  orange  embers,  quenched  by  night's  brigade. 

The  long  brown  train,  smoke-wreathed,  lit  up  its  lamps, 

Still  speeding  toward  the  west  and  mountain  dusk. 
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Mountain  Flowers 

Which  love  I  most  —  oh,  lovely  mountain  flowers! 
How  shall  I  tell?  Their  moods  and  myriad  hues 
Are  winsome  as  the  various  songs  of  birds. 
Today,  anemone,  in  lavender. 
Nods,  delicate,  among  the  floral  folk; 
The  paint  brush  flings  a  patch  of  Indian  red, 
Now  high,  now  low,  against  the  rocky  slope; 
The  swaying  harebell  draws  upon  the  sky 
For  blue  enough  to  dye  its  pendant  cup; 
The  wallflower  chooses,  to  its  special  taste, 
A  draught  of  sunset  gold.  The  shooting  star. 
Marsh  marigold,  larkspur,  and  golden  smoke 
Embellish  grass  and  rocks  with  loveliness; 
And  then,  as  if  these  were  not  yet  enough. 
Blue  columbine  displays  its  elfin  grace. 

But  high  above  the  pines  and  spruce  and  fir, 
Amid  the  Rockies'  wind-swept  glacial  cirques, 
Close  pressed  against  the  moss  and  rocks  are  low 
Forget-me-nots  and  inch-high  columbine 
And  fairy  primrose,  jasmine,  Alpine  phlox. 
Their  quiet  language  speaks  of  meek  content, 
Of  courage  in  a  storm-torn  world,  of  still 
Endurance,  beauty,  modesty.  These  flowers 
That  bloom  amid  the  mountain  blasts  and  snows  — 
Oh,  brave  and  tender  flowers!  —  I  love  these  most. 
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Pike's  Peak 

/\.EONs  of  inscrutable  past  brood  over  you, 

Mighty  peak!  You  rose  forth  from  fiery  travail, 

Paused  in  long,  glacial  sleep  until  your  day 

Came,  and  rains  cleansed  your  riven  rocks  for  beauty. 

Unhurried,  you  carved  out  rivers  for  thirsting 

Valleys,  reared  round  you  deep  forests,  their  voices 

Now  soft,  like  harp-music,  now  echoing 

Wild  thunders;  and  you  strewed  your  slopes  with  flowers. 

You  have  sheltered  Utes,  filing  down  ravines 
To  drink  from  sparkling  waters  of  the  great 
Alanitou.  You  have  looked  gravely  on  traders. 
Trail-makers,  scouts;  on  "  Fifty-niners  "  seeking 
Your  gold.  And  you  smiled  on  the  pioneers. 
Slowly  crossing  the  lone,  uncharted  plains. 
And  on  cities  rising  out  of  their  dreams. 
You  are  not  unkind,  as  brave  Pike  deemed  you; 
You  endure  when  wrathful  tempests  assail. 
Commune  with  stars,  companion  with  the  sun. 

Homeward  once  more  returning,  I  lift  up 
My  eyes  to  your  unchanging  majesty. 
Emblem  of  the  Eternal.  And  your  calm 
Quiets  the  hurrying  desires  of  my  heart. 
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Aspen  Leaf 
(Colorado) 


Yo, 


ou  sent  me  a  golden  aspen  leaf. 
So,  you  said,  I  should  not  soon  forget 
The  high  hills  of  home.  Serene,  the  leaf 
Lies  in  mv  hand  —  I  see  the  blue  haze 
Of  autumn  veiling  the  mountainside. 
Purpling  down  ravines.  It  falls  softly 
On  the  forest  of  slender  aspens 
And  on  the  green  of  aspiring  pines. 
It  is  verv  quiet  at  the  cottage 
Half-way  up  the  long,  rock-strewn  hill. 
The  aspens,  trembUng,  send  back  rose-gold 
Against  the  deep  solitude. 
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Iowa 


I 


OWA  is  beautiful, 
Gold  and  green  and  brown; 
Iowa  is  beautiful 
Rolling  up  and  down. 
Row  on  row  of  corn  blades  glisten 
Under  fervent  sun; 
Flowing  fields  of  tall  wheat  golden 
Wait  the  sickle's  run; 
Sweet  the  air  with  clover  scent, 
Soft  the  trees'  long  shade  — 

Now  the  ardent  day  is  spent, 
Iowa  more  beautiful 
In  evening  gold  is  made. 
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Time,  in  Yellowstone  Park 

VVe  met  around  the  canipfire,  a  friendly 
Throng  from  the  four  winds,  some  having  entered 
Yellowstone  from  Gardiner,  from  Cody, 
Or  from  the  stern  Teton  ridge.  We  sang  songs 
In  the  dusky  firelight,  related  tales. 
Or  became  reminiscent.  The  Briton 
Recalled  how  Caesar  had  paved  roads  where  now 
Old  London  suburbs  spread.  An  Oriental, 
Perhaps  the  scion  of  a  mandarin. 
Come  to  pluck  blossoms  from  Western  culture. 
Half  closed  his  oblong  eves,  musing  aloud: 
My  sires  built  the  Great  ^^'all;  had  rare  learning 
And  art,  ages  before  the  Isles  were  known. 
And  I,  from  Boston,  proud  of  its  tradition. 
Remembered  Paul  Revere  and  Lexington 
And  Bunker  Hill  —  a  meager  hour  agone. 

Then,  its  time  arrived,  the  geyser  belched  forth. 
Up  it  leaped,  rumbling  in  the  pale  moonlight; 
Up,  billowing,  to  brush  the  sky  with  columns 
Of  roaring  water  and  hot,  feathery  clouds  — 
Poised  in  florescence  between  rise  and  fall. 
O  solemn  voice  from  long  dead  volcanoes! 
O  mighty  fragment  from  creation's  page. 
Written,  geologists  presume  to  say, 
A  million  years  or  more  or  less  ago! 
O  seeping  waters,  writhing  in  eager 
Heat  which  comes  from  pent-up  lava  beds;  forces 
Stupendous,  making,  unmaking  a  world! 

[46] 


Then,  as  if  to  show  how  much  moderns  know 
Of  forces,  an  engineer  at  the  inn 
Played  radiant  hght  upon  the  ghostly  giant; 
It  blushed  and  drifted,  weirdly  beautiful. 

The  self-complacent  look  had  faded  from 
The  Oriental's  face;  the  Briton  had 
Removed  his  monocle  and  hat.  And  I  — 
Well,  secretly,  I  was  glad  our  valiant 
Revere,  riding  across  fields  at  midnight. 
Had  helped  to  make  this  concourse  possible. 
But,  I  confess,  I  cannot  think  what  time  — 
A  million  years  or  more  or  less  —  can  mean. 
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Winter  R„\in  in  Town 


^FL\Y  morning  skies  droop  low,  and  cold  rain  falls; 

Storm-flowers,  gay  and  grave  umbrellas,  bloom; 
And  through  the  cool  moist  air,  the  town  noise  calls, 
\\'hen  morning  skies  droop  low,  and  cold  rain  falls. 
Pools  on  old  brick  pavements  mirror  \\  et  walls. 

And  hurrying  crowds  splash  on  to  desk  or  loom, 
^^'hen  morning  skies  droop  low,  and  cold  rain  falls  — 

Storm-flow  ers,  gray  and  s^rave  umbrellas,  bloom. 
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Blue  and  Gray 

(St.  Lawrence  River) 

»3t.  Lawrence  is  in  tranquil  mood  today; 

Blue  comes  to  its  waters  and  flows 

Into  shadows  of  mauve  and  gray. 

Blue  as  of  sapphire,  blue  melted  in  rose 

Falls  from  the  sun-warm  sky. 

Clouds,  as  lambs  in  a  pasture  way, 

Troop  where  the  hill  horizon  goes. 

And  mirrored  flocks  on  blue-green  waters  lie. 

Mysterious,  beautiful,  St.  Lawrence  calls 

Gray  fog  to  its  waters  and  heaps 

Round  the  ships  its  pallid  moist  walls. 

A  gull  in  the  whiteness  up-circles  and  sweeps 

Down  to  a  long  gray  wave. 

Out  where  Laurentian  shadow  falls 

The  white  whale  splashes,  curves,  and  leaps, 

And  widening  water-rings  the  gray  banks  lave. 
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TOWBOAT 

J.  CANNOT  see  your  name  as  you  wait,  Towboar, 
Your  green  light  and  red,  glowing  in  the  dusk 
And  fog;  but  you  arc  careless  of  trifles, 
Such  as  recognition:  yours  the  weightier  matter 
To  push  the  big  ship  from  the  pier  at  St.  John. 
Gray  fog  enfolds  the  sea,  the  land;  night  closes 
Round  the  ships,  cold  as  a  clinging  wet  garment. 
The  lamps  along  the  harbor  hold  up  pale  yellow 
Circles;  and  ships  are  gray  shadows  against  gray  mist. 

You  are  pushing  the  big  ship  deftly,  Towboat: 
You  fall  back,  go  forward,  pull  on  the  strong  rope. 
Point  the  big  ship  past  the  buoys,  where  flashing  lights 
Make  crimson  designs  on  wavering  black  furrows. 
Dark  waters,  rolling  up  white  edges,  fall  away 
From  the  big  ship.  The  blinking  lights  race  behind; 
The  big  ship  sounds  its  vibrant  horn  against  its  course. 

You  are  going  back  in  the  darkness,  Towboat, 
To  where  the  lamps  hold  up  wide  yellow  circles. 
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Montana 


M. 


.ONTANA  is  where  the  west  wind  blows 
And  all-day  sun  shines  on  broad  prairies; 
Where  sheep  herders  in  the  long  still  hours 
Have  reared  monuments  of  unhew  n  stones; 
Where  dust  sifts  dull  haze  over  the  roads, 
And  grain  stands  under  the  burning  sky; 
AVhere  the  bits  in  oil  derricks  on  treeless 
Regions  are  drilling,  drilling,  drilling 
Down  to  the  beds  of  ancient  seas. 

Montana  is  where  all-day  sun  gleams 

On  mountains  chiseled  to  cragged  peaks 

\"\'ith  sheer  walls;  where  glacial  streams  fall,  roaring. 

Into  cool  blue  lakes  wearing  circlets 

Of  age-smoothed  stones  like  jade  and  carnelian, 

And  brown  rocks,  riven  straight  like  hymn  lines, 

Rest  one  on  one  beside  a  waterfall. 

I  shall  go  again  to  Montana; 
I  shall  row  up  a  sun-bright  river 
(Maybe  in  a  slim  canoe  hewn  from 
A  cedar  log  by  a  Blackfeet  chief) 
And  ride  on  a  dun  mountain  pony 
Up  a  steep  trail  to  a  cabin  set 
On  a  hill;  and  I  shall  stand,  quiet, 
Beside  the  window  and  count  the  elk  — 
A  thousand  —  as  they  go  by,  stately 
W' ith  their  broad  antlers. 

Montana  is  where  all-day  sun  bends 
Over  prairies  and  glaciers  and  lakes. 
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Looking  Glass  Hill 
(Glacier  National  Park,  Montana) 

^t\ROUND  this  solemn,  high,  far-seeing  hill 
Evening  folds  amber-silken  veils;  and  dav. 
Withdrawing,  lingers  one  bright  moment,  still 
Spreading  its  silver  fire  upon  the  lake. 
And  from  its  depths  return  the  cool  rose-gray 
Of  twilight  skv,  the  blue  of  western  peaks. 
Now  from  the  valley  dav  has  gone.  The  trees 
Are  gathering  shadows  —  now  the  forest  seeks 
Repose.  The  wind  is  still;  only  across 
The  pungent  sage  ripples  a  slender  breeze. 

Lone  watcher,  on  the  hill,  the  cool  of  night 
As  dew  upon  your  face,  the  silvered  lake 
Below  —  within  its  clear  reflected  light 
You  see  the  old  familiar  beauty  now 
Of  new  and  tranquil  loveliness  partake. 
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Grand  Canyon  Revisited 


X 


^^'ICE  before  this  day  have  I  looked  upon 
Your  blue,  carnelian  immensity  and  marveled  — 
North  rim,  south  rim.  Phantom  Ranche;  felt  the  wild 
Grandeur  of  your  trails,  sighed  for  the  slender 
Comfort  of  the  bridge  across  your  rushing  river. 
I  have  watched  your  shadows  falling  westward. 
Blue  on  blazing  granite,  under  morning 
Sun,   watched  them   pause   in   languorous   noon-light; 

slowdy 
Spread  their  lengthening  eastward  veils  across  ravines. 
And  fade  in  purpling  twilight.  I  have  watched 
The  crystal  rain-lines  fall,  lost  in  your  gray 
Vastness;  and  dusk  fill  up  the  brim.  But  now, 
I  do  not  look  upon  you  —  I  see  you! 
That  which  can  be  shaken  will  be  shaken; 
What  can  be  moved  will  be  moved.  Your  conquering 
River,  swift  and  strong,  chisels  and  removes 
The  unstable,  unbeautiful.  Nothing 
Is  lost;  the  river  draws  into  itself 
What  is  loose,  to  make  it  stable  in  new 
Acres,  for  fruitage,  down  by  the  low  gulf. 
Did  I  not  see  you  clearly.  Grand  Canyon, 
How  could  I  fathom  this  patient  beauty. 
This  majesty  of  cleansed,  sculptured  serenity? 
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San  Ildefonso  Vase 
{New  Mexico) 

J3lack  shard,  plucked  from  the  sands  by  Puye  cliff 

Lies  in  my  hand.  Is  it  a  spurned  fragment 

Of  a  water  jar,  once  borne  on  the  head 

Of  a  brown  woman,  dweller  in  the  cliif 

Long  ago?  Are  you  her  children's  children 

Whom  I  saw,  your  shawls  close  round  your  dark  faces. 

Pottery  makers,  still  fashioning  clay 

As  bronze  fingers  had  fashioned  this  old  shard? 

Swiftly,  silently  gliding  from  your  low- 
Adobe  houses,  your  scarfs  filled  witii  wares, 
You  deftly  arranged  pottery  in  groups 
On  the  ground,  and  stood  circling  the  white  guests. 
You  did  not  beg  them  to  buy:  you  showed  your  wares, 
And  your  work  praised  you,  makers  of  vases. 
You,  Severa,  bade  me  enter  your  house 
And  showed  me  how  you  shaped  vases  of  brown 
Clay,  and  smoked  them  black. 

Your  aged  mother, 
Indifferent  to  the  white  intruders. 
Sat  on  the  floor  under  a  row  of  corn  — 
Black,  blue,  red,  mottled  ears  —  strung  on  the  wall. 
Did  she,  white-moccasined,  patting  brown  clay. 
Did  she  think  on  the  ancient  proud  Puye? 

A  patient  smile  shone  on  your  face,  Severa, 
When  I  said,  "  Your  vases  are  beautiful; 
I  shall  take  this  slender  one  home  with  me. 
This  one  with  straight  lines  signifying  rain." 
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Is  it  remembered  light  in  your  dark  eyes 
That  gleams  up  to  me  now  from  this  old  shard 
Lying  in  my  hand? 

Daughters  of  ancient 
Puye,  pottery  makers  still  moulding 
Clay,  as  other  fingers  had  moulded  it, 
Your  ebon  vases  too  are  beautiful. 
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Day  at  Nassau 


I 


T  is  morning,  and  the  sunlight  falls  softlv 
On  opal  waters,  on  palms,  and  on  the  white  beach. 
Slowly,  the  ship  moves  in  the  harbor,  glides 
To  the  pier,  and  stops.  Swift  as  sparrows,  brown  bo\s 
In  small  craft  besiege  the  ship.  "  Gimme  a  quarter?  " 
"  A  nickel?  "  Poised,  eager,  on  each  narrow  prow 
Balances  a  slim  brown  figure.  Leaning 
Against  the  ship's  railing,  a  man  tosses  a  coin. 
And  a  brown  boy  drops  in  the  \\ater  and  fetches 
The  silver  in  his  teeth.  Again,  the  voices 
And  smiles,  "  Gimme  a  nickel,  and  tomorrow 
rU  give  vou  a  quarter."  Tomorrow,  brown  bov  — 
AMth  sunshine,  small  craft,  what  is  tomorrow  to  vou? 

I  shall  CTO  now  to  the  shops  in  the  street 

And  mavbe  I  shall  buv  perfume  from  France, 

Or  a  piece  of  blue  homespun  from  Scotland, 

Or  a  Wedgwood  bowl  from  England,  or,  perhaps, 

A  Sevres  plate  —  but  no,  I  shall  buv  a  basket 

^^'oven  bv  a  brown  woman  who  sits  all  day 

Weaving,  in  the  street.  Brow  n  bov,  is  she  your  mother. 

Or  the  one  with  a  basket  of  pineapples 

Balanced  on  her  head?  And  I  shall  buy  for  a  child 

In  California,  a  native  doll, 

Dressed  in  bright  gingham,  with  a  white  apron, 

Like  the  basket  weaver's  dress. 

The  evenincT  sun  is  painting^  the  harbor 

In  turquoise  and  jade  and  amethyst  and  pearl; 

The  white  beach  gleams;  the  palms  fan  lazily. 

The  ship  moves  from  the  pier,  slowly,  and  turns  to  sea. 
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"  Gimme  a  quarter,  and  tomorrow  —  "  Lithe  boy, 

Eager,  expectant,  are  you  coming  too  near 

The  swirhng  waters  by  the  ship?  No,  he  turns  back. 

Island  boy,  child  of  sunshine  and  sea. 

What  does  tomorrow  —  tomorrow  —  mean  to  you? 
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Early  Snow  in  Vermont 


A. 


.s  if  the  golden  scarlet  of  Vemiont 
\\  ere  not  enough  on  that  day  in  October, 
The  earlv  winter,  spendthrift  of  beauty, 
\\'rapped  soft  white  draperies  round  crimson  maples. 
The  hills  along  the  wet,  winding  road  shone 
Dimly  through  snow-mist,  like  evening's  embers 
Of  rose-gold. 

Flame  against  snow  —  was  it  thus 
In  long  gone  days?  ^^'ere  there  graceful  brandies 
With  red  berries,  arranged  in  pewter  bowls 
On  the  mantels,  in  the  long  winter  nights 
A\'hen  pioneers  piled  logs  in  the  fireplace; 
When  men  whittled  out  shovels  and  oxbows. 
And  women  spun  flax,  made  homespun,  and  knit 
Red  mittens;  when  light  from  blazing  pine  knots 
On  the  hearth  brightened  the  long  strings  of  drying 
Pumpkins  and  apples  hanging  from  the  beams. 
And  made  weird  twisted  shadows  on  the  walls  — 
When  the  pioneers  waited,  patiently. 
For  the  bluebird's  return,  for  melting  snow 
And  maple-tapping  and  corn-planting  time? 

The  heart  of  \^ermont  is  brave  and  warm,  like 

Maple  trees  flaming  against  early  snow; 

It  is  a  hearthfire,  well-defended,  where 

The  family  gathers,  children  in  bright  dresses 

Munching  maple  sugar  and  red  apples, 

A\'hile  the  snow  makes  mounds  on  the  window  sills. 
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Sunrise  Over  Silent  City 

{Bryce  Canyon) 


D 


'awn  broods  over  you,  Silent  City,  blending 
Your  various  colors  softly.  You  are  dreaming. 
Dreaming  of  beauty  in  timeless  quietude. 
Gently,  unhurried,  as  a  mother  moves 
To  waken  her  household,  the  sun  sends  banners 
Of  mauve  and  white  and  gold,  lighting  the  grooves 
And  gargoyles  of  crimson  towers  and  walls. 
Pale  monuments,  carved  as  in  remembrance 
Of  noble  ones,  slowly  are  turned  to  rose 
In  the  mounting  light.  Temples,  spires,  and  halls 
Wait  as  for  worshipers  —  but  will  they  come? 
Sunrise,  beauty,  silence:  still  the  city  sleeps. 
Will  it  awake?  No  chimes  from  temple  towers. 
No  laden  caravans  within  your  marts. 
Nor  merchants  to  covet  your  jasper  and  gold  — 
Do  not  waken!  Your  timeless  carving  starts 
With  the  winds  and  summer  rains.  Dream,  dream  on. 
As  you  have  dreamed  in  countless  ages,  midst 
Your  pink  and  alabaster  walls. 

Nothing 
Stirs  but  a  humming-bird  on  a  blue  flower, 
Gossamer,  shimmering  on  the  tawny  grass. 
And  aspens,  trembling  in  the  morning  hour. 
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Prairie 
{En  route  J  Saskatcheivatj) 


V. 


AST,  serene,  the  prairie  goes  flowing  by. 
I  sit  in  the  window  and  watch  it  pass, 
Wide  and  level  and  green  from  rim  to  rim; 
Acres,  acres  of  black  plowed  ground  and  green 
Young^  grain.  Sleek  and  contented,  brow  n  cattle 
Are  moving  and  grazing  on  prairie  grass. 
Past  the  train  window  the  prairie  flows  by. 
iVlone,  in  the  wideness  and  purpling  green, 
A  mute  farmhouse,  tree-shaded,  stares  and  waits. 

What  does  she  do  all  dav  lonsf, 
What  texture  her  day-long  dreams, 
While  he  treads  the  long  furrows, 
Guiding  his  triple  plow-team. 
Looking  for  promise  of  rain? 
Does  she  think  on  her  childhood. 
Maybe,  and  long-ago  friends? 
Does  she  pause  from  her  dishes, 
To  hear,  from  the  air,  a  voice 
Of  good  cheer,  a  chorus,  or  flute? 
Will  it  bring  to  her  lips  a  smile. 
When  he  comes  (loosing  his  teams) 
From  the  long,  straight  furrows, 
To  sit,  quiet,  for  tea? 


[60] 


Crescent  Lake 
{Olympic  Peninsula) 

When  time  of  summer  comes,  if  you  will  go 
Through  forest,  sweetened  with  the  scent  of  tall 
Fir  trees  and  cedar,  you  will  find  a  low 
Broad  road  circling  a  mountain.  There  you  find 
The  lake,  a  crescent,  as  of  olden  jade. 
Upon  its  quiet,  limpid  surface  fall 
The  mirrored  images  of  sky  and  shade 
Of  emerald  hills.  Content,  you  will  go  on 
Beside  its  cool,  dark  beauty. 

Through  the  trees 
The  sunlight  drops  on  ferns,  and  lights  the  flame 
Of  purple  fireweed,  while  the  pine-sweet  breeze 
Plays  tenderly  on  Canterbury  bells. 
And  you  pursue  the  bloom-lush  road,  until 
You  come  upon  a  hidden  house,  whose  name 
Invites  you.  Here  is  peace  and  quiet. 

Still 
The  water  calls,  and  you  go  down  to  hear 

(As  from  some  ancient  lyric  you  have  read) 
The  low  waves  pulsing  on  the  sand;  and  near 
The  bank  come  swan  and  ducks  to  ask  for  bread. 


[6i] 


Desert 

Would  you  know  how  the  desert  lies  in  the  wide 

Southwest, 
And  feel  what  \'ou  had  never  felt,  on  lonely  wastes  of 

sand? 
You  would  drive  on  a  long  paved  road  through  a  dry,  drab 

land. 
And  bleached  salt  marsh;  you  would  drive  all  day  on  a 

smooth  highway, 
Where  the  Overland  mine's  stagecoach  rolled  on  its 

golden  quest. 
The  brooding  sky  drips  light  from  a  bowl  of  amber  glass; 
Yucca  cleaves  the  yellow  earth  and  lifts  up  its  silver  lamps, 
And  cactus  blooms  by  crumbling  rocks,  gray  sage  and 

pepper  plants. 
Nothing  moves  in  this  silent  world  save  clouds  of  tawny 

dust. 
Sprightly  prairie  dogs,  and  patient  cattle  nibbling  low 

brown  grass. 
Would  you  find  how  the  desert  lies  in  the  wide  South- 
west, 
Feel  the  warm  sun,  and  hear  the  wind  croon  over  wastes 

of  sand, 
Where  yucca  lifts  pale  lamps,  and  placid  time  and  silence 

rest? 
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Carlsbad  Cavern 
{NeiD  Mexico) 


X 


.HERE  have  I  learned  how  much  of  beauty  night 
Enfolds,  there  on  the  somber,  perilous  way 
Within  the  cavern's  depths.  Through  opal  light 
Placed,  friendly,  in  the  deepening  gloom  —  as  day 
Speaks  unto  dark  —  vast  loveliness  appeared. 
Out  of  chaos,  triumphant  form!  Beauty, 
Arising,  answers  the  slow  dripping  dew, 
As  when  mild  mercy  falls  on  patient  duty 
Done,  and  quiet  strength  and  grace  are  shaped  anew 
How  deep  the  sohtude!  Incredible 
The  lonely  pipes  and  pinnacles  and  towers! 
White  flowers  rise  from  stone  in  placid  moulds 
AVhere  sunlight  pierces  not  the  darkened  hours; 
Where  primal  beauty,  spacious  night  enfolds, 
Shielding,  in  silence,  exquisite  design. 


[63] 


Mount  Edith  Cavell 

(Jasper  National  Park,  Canada) 

1.  HAD  not  thought  to  know  you,  Edith  Cavell, 
Shelterer  and  helper.  Yet  here  have  I  found  you, 
And  I  love  you,  as  they  have  loved  you  who  named 
This  steadfast  mountain  by  your  name. 
Here  by  the  cobalt  Lac  Beauvert,  under 
A  tranquil  sky,  seeing  the  imaged  majesty 
Of  the  mount,  I  have  listened  to  the  silent  speech 
Of  your  integrity. 

Vehement  wind  has  swept  round  the  peak 

And  spent  itself;  and  now  white  loveliness 

Remains  to  show  its  image  on  the  smoothed 

Surface  of  the  lake.  Strength  is  not  all  of  mountain 

Beauty;  there  is  tenderness,  beatitude. 

The  sun-warmed  glaciers,  full  of  weeping, 

Pour  white  streams  down  the  deep  forests, 

As  pity  moves  through  shadows  it  did  not  cause. 

Calm  amid  storm,  serene  in  crimsoned  twilight. 

Tender  at  rosy  dawn,  remote,  steadfast  — 

Mountain  moods  are  delicate,  and  sublime 

As  honor  unmoved  by  turmoil. 

Morning  follows  evening,  and  still  the  lake 

Returns  the  calm  beauty  of  the  mount. 

So  have  I  come  to  think  of  you,  Edith  Cavell, 
And  my  love  commemorates  your  integrity. 


[64] 


Crater  Lake 

(Oregofi) 

1VJ.ORNING  drops  down  the  sheer  walls, 
Scattering  molten  sapphire 
Through  the  waters.  Nothing  breaks 
The  stillness  save  grasshoppers' 
Shrill  note,  whirring  wings  of  blue 
Dragonflies,  and  lone  bird  notes. 

Far  below  a  little  breeze 

Runs  over  the  blue  water 

And  faint  whitecaps  play  on  low  waves. 

Old  Mazama  is  long  hushed; 

Its  angry  fires  are  ended, 

And  only  beauty  remains. 

These  children,  playing  on  the  rim, 
Do  they  think  of  Mazama? 
Do  they  love  this  afternote 
Of  destruction?  They  drink  in 
The  loveliness,  stretching  out 
Eager  hands  in  the  sweet  air. 
Laughing,  they  offer  small  nuts 
To  birds  and  chattering  squirrels. 

Morning,  evening,  and  moonlight  — 
Quietude,  serenity. 
Hovers  the  fathomless  blue. 


[65] 


Rancher 

Wide  flowing  acres  of  pale  prairie  grass, 
Green  washes  where  cotronwoods  grow, 
Pinon  and  juniper,  yucca  and  low 
Joshua  trees,  and  bright  desert  flowers  pass; 
A  long  wire  fence  and  a  few  red 
Cows,  sheep,  and  a  rancher's  gray  shack 
Indifferently  look  on  the  railroad  track. 
And  I,  in  cushioned  ease,  as  the  train  sped 
By,  needlessly  pitied  that  one  should  live 
In  lonely  solitude  by  night,  by  day. 
Knowing  the  voice  of  the  winds  and  the  way 
Of  the  clouds  and  the  calls  the  wild  birds  give. 

Then  on  the  wind-grayed  house  the  low  sun  shone  rife. 
To  such  impartial  grace  the  windows  gleamed  reply; 
And  in  one  swift  illumined  moment,  I 
Beheld  the  glory  in  a  rancher's  life. 


[66] 


Old  Letter 


I 


T  is  beautiful;  that,  indeed,  I  know, 
For  have  I  not  seen  it?  Not,  really. 
As  one  who,  at  dawn,  watches  the  long  low 
Shoreline  through  the  haze  and  then,  at  full  noon, 
AVears  a  welcoming  lei  of  ginger  flowers. 
But  here,  your  letter  —  written  long  ago 
On  frail  rice  paper  with  its  bright  picture 
Of  the  statue  of  Kamehameha 
At  the  top  —  crumbles  when  I  turn  the  page, 
As  fragile  joys  break;  and  through  its  dim  lines 
I  see  fields  of  rice,  pineapple,  and  sugar  cane; 
And  the  shops,  with  their  bolts  of  kimono 
Cloth,  and  hair-nets,  small  tinware,  blue  china, 
And  lovely  obis.  Now  I  meet  Chinese 
Girls  in  their  pantaloons  and  fine  jackets, 
And  Japanese  girls  in  bright  kimonos; 
And  I  taste,  tentatively,  papaya 
And  mango,  just  ripening  in  Maytime. 
Small  dark-eyed  children,  wearing  straw  sandals, 
Smile  as  they  clop-clop  on  their  way  to  school; 
x'lnd  as  I  see,  upon  the  mountainside. 
The  sage-green  pepper  trees  and  ironwood. 
The  deeper  green  bananas  and  bright  flowers. 
Through  this  strangely  soft  and  brilliant  sunlight, 
I  find  Oahu  beautiful  —  and  your  letter, 
On  yellowed  paper,  crumbles  in  my  hand. 


[67] 


Reminiscence 


t:, 


HE  glass  on  mv  dark  table  deeply  mirrors 
A  blue  bowl  holding  the  orange  branches 
You  sent  me  from  Florida.  A  petal  falls 
Silently  toward  its  image,  as  my  thoughts 
Incline  to  memories  —  and  again  I  am 
In  the  land  of  delight,  land  of  bright  flowers. 
The  fragrance  of  blossoming  groves,  diffusive 
As  incense,  mingles  with  the  eager  perfume 
Of  oleander  and  magnolia. 
The  flame-vine  grlows  like  lanterns  burnincr  low 
Under  red-gold  shades. 
As  in  a  dream  flows  from  the  Singing  Tower 
The  sound  of  bells,  pulsing  crystal  music 
Through  the  sunlit  hour. 
A  bird  contemplates  its  beauty  in  the  moat; 
And  round  all  clings  the  scent  of  orange  groves. 


[68] 


Fantasy 


Xassing  with  downcast  eyes, 

Lingeringly  dreaming, 

Is  Summer  on  bright  broidered  shoes. 

Fragile  white  butterflies 

Driftingly  flit  through 

Her  reveries  to  whisper  adieus. 

Winds  of  the  waning  day, 

Poignantly  subtile, 

Chilled  her  warm  air  and  she  shivered, 

Ordered  her  equipage  gay  — 

Flamingly  gorgeous 

Her  pageant  with  crimson-gold  quivered. 

A  veil  of  her  filmy  lace. 

Tenderly  purple 

And  gray,  in  the  mellow  air  drifts. 

Spring  is  her  trysting  place; 

Wisely  from  Winter 

She  guards  all  her  sumptuous  gifts. 

Smiling,  and  pensively 
Passing  is  opulent  Summer. 


[69] 


Transition 


Xress  no  more  too  close  upon  me 
With  your  loveliness,  O  earth! 
You  would  hold  me  with  the  worth 
Of  your  fair  mornings  and  the  free 
Peace  of  your  evenings.  The  still  white 
Majesty  of  snow-drenched  hills, 
A\'ooing  meadows,  singing  rills, 
Would  fetter  me.  Yet  all  these  bright 
Lovely  bonds  I  rise  above. 
I  claim  your  promise  —  oh,  press 
Not  too  close  upon  me  I  Less 
I  love  you  that  I  more  may  love. 


[70] 


Hymn  for  Universal  Peace 


Jeace,  the  cherished  hope  of  ages, 

Peace  secure  from  hatred's  dream  — 
Fervent  hearts  in  eager  watching 

See  its  promise  brighter  gleam. 
Men  and  nations  groping,  moving 

Toward  the  universal  right, 
Mark  the  dawn  of  tranquil  union. 

Gladdening  sign  of  unselfed  might. 

They  who  watch  and  work  as  brothers 

Hope  and  strive  and  love  mankind, 
Help  all  nations  gain  true  counsel 

From  one  universal  iMind. 
Power  drawn  from  this  fount  of  wisdom 

Unifies  and  heals  all  woes; 
God,  the  mighty  God,  is  leading 

Toward  the  peace  where  plenty  flo\\s. 

True  hearts  pledged  to  warless  friendship  - 

All  for  each  and  each  for  all  — 
See  in  purer,  widening  vision 

All  the  foes  of  peace  shall  fall. 
So  the  power  of  Christ's  compassion 

Conquers  fear  and  greed  with  good. 
Through  one  God,  all  nations  blending 

In  the  bonds  of  brotherhood. 


[y] 


Hid  with  Christ 


W. 


E  are  hid  with  Christ  forever 

In  the  Father's  holy  plan. 
In  this  pure  eternal  union 

We  behold  the  perfect  man; 
And  we  know  that  sin  can  never 

Overthrow  the  sacred  rod 
Of  dominion  over  evil: 

We  are  hid  with  Christ  in  God. 

Hid  with  Christ  in  God,  O  gladness: 

O  the  meekness  and  the  might, 
When  the  risen  Christ  has  lifted 

All  our  thoughts  into  the  light. 
Light  of  Truth  wherein  no  sadness 

Dims  the  radiant  peace  we  find. 
As  we  set  our  whole  affection 

On  the  beauteous  things  of  Mind. 
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[72] 


Adoration 


T 


.o  Thee,  O  God,  we  bring  our  adoration. 
To  Love  divine,  in  whom  we  live  and  move; 
For  Thou  hast  shown  to  us  our  perfect  selfhood 
In  Thy  loved  Son,  whom  Jesus  came  to  prove. 

We  are  Thy  children.  Thou  our  Father-Mother, 
And  we  would  ever  follow  Thy  behest: 

Help  us  to  understand  Thy  holy  counsel, 
For  in  obedience  lies  our  active  rest. 

We,  now  redeemed  through  Love,  return  to  Zion, 
Singing  to  Thee  our  deeply  grateful  praise; 

For  we  are  Christ's,  and  Christ  is  Thine,  O  Father: 
His  joy  remains  in  us  through  endless  days. 
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